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The Tragedy 

Come foall we goe along? 

Enter Sir Richard Ratliffej with the Lord Ritters 
Gray and V an ghan.fr if oners 
.flrff.Come bring torch thcprifoners* 

I'm .Sir Richard Rat life , let me tell thee this : 

To day thou (halt behold aTubieft die, 

For truth for duty and for loyalty. 

Gray. God kccpethe Prince from all the packe of you : 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Riti.O PomfertyPomfret. O thou bloody prifon, 
Fatall and ominous to noble Peaies : . 

Within the guilty clofure of thy vvalle s 
Richard the fecond heere was hackt to death : 

And for more flaunder to thy difmail ibule. 

We giue thee vp our guiltlefle blood to drinke* 

Gray. How Margrets curfe is faine vpon our heads, 
For handing by, when Richard ftabd her fonne* 

■Rite .Then curft fhe Ha fling s ,then curft foe Buck^nghm j 
Then cur ft foe Richard. O remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as novy for vs, 

And for my filler and her princely fonne : 

Befatisfied deare God withourtruebloods* 

Which as thou krioweft vniuftly muft be fpiic* 

i?^.Come,come,difpatch,the limit of your liues is out, 
Rite. Come Gray, corned mgham, let vs all itrjhrace 
And take our leaues vntill we meete in heauen. Exeunt'. 

Enter the Lords to conn fell. 

Haft. My Lords at once , tbecauie why we are met, 
Isto. determine of the Coronation * 

In Gods Name fay when is this royall day ? 

Btec. Are all things fitting for that royall time’? 

T)ar. It is , . and yet in nomination. 

Bijht To morrow then, I gefle a happy time* 

Buc. W ho knowes the Lord Protectors mind herein? 
Who is raoft inward widi the noble Duke ? ( his.mirfd 

Biflj. Why you my L. me thinks you Ihould fooncft know 
Buc. Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces ; 
But for our hearts, he knowes no more of mine. 

Then I of yours : nor I no more of his, then you of mine, 
Jdm 



tf Richard the Third. 

Lord Hafti»gr,you and he are neere in loue • 
tJafl.l thanke his grace, I know fie Ioues me Wfcll ? 

But for his purpofe in the Coronation 
I haue not founded him , nor hedcliuered 
His graces pleafure any way therein 2 
But you my Lord may name the time. 

And in the Dukes behaffe lie giue my voyce. 

Which Iprefumehe will take in good part. 

J?{/&*Now in good time heere comes the Duke himfelfe* 
Enter Cjlocefler • 

Gl». My noble Lord, and coufens aligood morrow, . 
I haue beene long a fleepe , but now I hope 
Myabfcnce doth negleft no great defigries, 

Which by my prefence might haue beene concluded. 

Buc. Hid not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L. HaBmgshod.noYt pronounft your part : 

I meane your voyce from Crowning of the King, 

Glo * Then my A. HaSUngs, no man might be bolder^ 
His Lord foip knowes me well^and ioues me well* 

Ehfl. I thanke your grace. 

Glo. My Lord, of Else* 

Biflr. My Lor d* O 

Glo. When I was laft in Holborne, 

Haw good ftrawberies in you Garden there, 

I dee befeech you fend i.or fome of them. 

Bifh. I goe my Lord. 

Gh. C oufen Buckingham, a word with you 2 
Catesky hath founded E' a flings in our bufinefle. 

And finds the tefty Gentleman fo hote. 

As he wiil loofe his head ere giue confent, 

Hismaifters fonne as worfoipfull he termesit. 

' Shall loofe the royalty of Englands Throane* 

^•Withdraw yon hence my A -lie follow you .E*.GJo< 
Dar.VJt haue not yet fet d owne this day of triumph. 
To morrow in mine opinion is too foone : * 

For I my felfe am not fo wellprouided. 

As elfe I would be , were theday prolonged. 


Enter the Bijbop of Elie. 
BiJbiWhetz is my L.Protetior , lhaue fa 


j T :(berries, 

my L.ProteUor , lhaue font for thefe ftraw, 

~ Blafi* 



